When the gods gave you birth, dear cynosure
of virtue, as a painter blots a facet
the mould they shattered, and henceforth to secure
perfection must the broken line retrace,
You brought from heaven a loveliness so pure,
a miracle that doth the world displace,
that dye nor graving tool cannot inure,
nor pen repeat your bright immortal grace.
But in one only thing did virtue fail you*
Your beauty veiled with your lost Paradise
was such that the world blinded dared not hail you,
fearing the too great glory of your eyes.
I alone see and know you what you are*
The others watch the cloud, but I the star*